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Dear Crazy. 

1 like you (sic) b(wks 1 think thav (sic) 
are funny. 1 Icxrked at bt)th Superman btH>ks. 
Superman looked like he had big bups (sici all 
over him. Lois Lane liK)ked strange. The 
three bad guys kxiked like muscle men. I like 
your magazine. 

Shaun McClinttKk 
Ned. TX 


APOCKCRYPHAL NOWLAND 

DearCrazymen. 

I have recently read is.sue number 81. 
and you guys made one heck of a goot up on 
"M.V.SJi. In Vietnam". You called Klineer 
a sergeant instead of a corporal, and you also 
called Colonel Potter a general instead of a 
colonel. Let's gel it right next time, huh guys? 

Dan Glozewski 
Eagle. WS. 

Wc haven '/ the heart to tell him. — Ed. 


SOOPURB' 

Todd Kelly 
Toronto. Ontario 
P.S.: EXtesn't Obnoxio ever wear a suit with¬ 
out food stains all over it? 

Not if he can help it. — Ed. 


! read issue #81. "Sooperman Too!" 
was one of the dumbest parodies I've ever 
read in your magazine. You should all be 
ashamed of yourselves!! But I did enjoy 
"Night Of The Living Hand" and Teen Hulk. 
Those two pieces were pretty good. Oh. and 1 


FANTASY’S REALITY RAVE 

Dear Crazy. 

1 thought issue #81 was excellent! The 
Fantasy V'.s. Reality pages were great! So was 
The Kinetic Kids. Your magazine is 100% 
better than Cracked, and 75% better than 
Mad. Keep up the good work. 

David Doyle 
Granada Hills. CA. 


Dear Crazy. 

Your magazine is TRASH! "Sisoperman 
Too!" was a rip-off Your Fantasy Vs. Reality 
pages should be thrown into Lake Michigan! 
In fact, your whole magazine should be 
thrown into Lake Michigan! 

Robert Lesh 
Crason. CA. 

Dear Crazy. 

In issue #81. your "Sooperman Too!" 
was super. Teen Hulk was terrific, and I al¬ 
ways like your Aunty Nuke. "Night Of The 
Living Hand" was gro.ssly good. 

Desiree Pierrier 
Drew.MS 

Dear Crazy. 

I liked "Soopenman Too!". It was dumb, 
but it was not like the movie. I especially 
liked "Night Of The Living Hand" and 
"M. U.S.H." 


can't forget "M.U.S.H. In Vietnam", that 
was okay. 

Andy Kaen 
New York. N Y. 

Dear Crazy. 

1 think your magazine should be taken 
off the shelves! In issue #81. "Sooperman 
Too!" stunk! And I mean really slunk! The 
producers of Superman 11 should sue. The 
only thing that might help would be to fire 
Paul Kupperberg. 

Dave Batlistclli 
Hopkins. MN. 

Crazy. 

Issue #81 had a movie parody of Super¬ 
man II. I've been reading your magazine for a 
while, and that partxly was the lousiest one 
yet! The artist and writer were bad! 

Jason Maggini 
Burrel. CA. 


GREAT STUFF TO READ FIRST 
THING MONDAY MORNING 

Crazy. 

I just finished reading one of your old is¬ 
sues. Do you know that there was not a smile 
on my face? Dt' you know I sat through the 
whole magazine and didn't even laugh 
once?!? You have absolutely no right— I 
mean NO right to print such tasteless garbage! 
h there something wrong with me for not 
laughing? I cried for three hours because I 
could not believe that I would even bother to 
buy that magazine! Now I can't face my fam¬ 
ily and friends! I can't! I'm just so ashamed! 
HOW COULD YOU D(3 THIS TO ME? 
HOW?!? You all are mean, nasty, hateful, 
selfish, and uncaring! You just don't care 
about other people! You'll hear from me 
again! I hate you and your magazine! 


Brian Deavers 


Don't let Santa find out about that... 


Melissa Giacoppi 


Hohenwald. TN. 


Ed. 


New Citv. N Y, 
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CROCK AND ROLL 

■‘Hello Larry" hv Frank Tilone 

To tell the truth, the only reason 1 bought 
Crazy#81 was to see my letter in print. I've 
limited mv number of graphic fiction series 
since your price increases and Crazy 's now 
costing the price of this month's Avengers 
and half of next month's Iron Man isn’t help¬ 
ing much. Gee. you guys print anything! 
Even missives from an admitted non-fan of 
this series tl prefer Mad magazine and pizza 
to Craiy. and purchase only the latter regu¬ 
larly)! And my letters are usually in a serious 
vein; I'm just as winy here as in my diatribes 
to DcMatteis and salutations to Stemo... 

Frank Titone 
Brooklyn, N Y. 
Is this making any .sen.se fo anyone oui 
there? Is anybody awake? Hello? — Ed. 


Not-So-Dear Sirs. 

Your magazine is like Fridays', a rip- 
off of another gtxid thing. How dare you guys 
try to be like Mad'.M .’They're number one and 
you know it. Here's a small list of complaints 
about issue #81: 

Lousy illustrations. 

You made fun of Massachusetts. 

You made fun of Hellen Keller, tine of 
the greatest people ever to live, and a lot more 
talented than anyone on your staff!! 

"Night Of The Living Hand" —dumb. 

Last, but MOST IMPORTANT... Pat 
Benatar is no tart! She is the best female 
singer ever! You guys really stink. This is the 
sexiest, most talented woman alive, and you 
make fun of her! I just can't comprehend your 
sen.se of humor. Making fun of Stevie Won¬ 
der because he'.s blind?!? That's low!!! Oh 
well. I suppose you need every cheap shot 
you can get. 

1 sincerely hope you print this letter, 
'cause maybe I'll buy that issue! In fact, the 
only thing 1 like about your magazine is THE 
HATE MAIL!!! A Pretty Disgusted 

Pat Benatar Fan 
From Massachusetts. 

Bob Williams 



Dear Crazy. 

In re.sponse to the end of "Night Of The 
Living Hand" in issue #81 [rhe final fate of 
the Finger Family] a good thought would be 
to have IndeK and Pinky to turn around and 
see Uncle Otto coming after them. So. Index 
and Pinky run for their lives. 

After a long run they come across a 
hardware store. Index runs in and buys five 
feet of rofie and some anti-radiation spray. 
When he {Index) comes out of the store, he 
sees a large tree and climbs it. Pinky gets be¬ 
hind the tree with the can of spray to surprise 
Uncle Otto. Uncle Otto is on his way to the 
tree, the children are watching him closely. 
As Uncle Otto comes up to the tree. Index 
drops a kxiped rope around UnIce Otto's mid¬ 
dle fingers and pulls him up about twelve in¬ 
ches off the ground. Then Pinky comes out 
from behind the tree and sprays UnIce Otto. 
who then decays. Then everyone lives hap¬ 
pily ever after in Harrisburg, Pennsylvania. 

Bryan [.. Spake 
Lincointon. N.C. 

Thought that up all by yourself, huh 
Bryan ? Why'? — Ed. 


Not if I see you first, James or pal. 
Actually, I'm not mad at ya. I know 
things ain't been so good since yer dad 
^ot laid off at the body bag plant, an' a 
little pea-brain like you's gotta let off 
steam somewhere. What's th’ matter, 
Jimmy, you an’ yer sisters hafta go 
back t’ sharin’ underwear? Yer mom’s 
out bootleggin’ beer again too, ain’t 
she? And they’ve started renting ya 
out to freak shows again. Boy, times 
are hard, yes indeed. Well, yer of pal 
Obnoxlo is sympathetic to yer prob¬ 
lem, and he's got th' perfect solution 
fer ya; a deep river an' a large rock. — 

O.T.C 

Address all hate mail to 'Obno.xios 
Abuse Column" c/o the address below (and if 
you send us your picture, he 'll make fun of 
that. too!). — Ed. 

Warning; Sanding lanars to thla column IndIcaWa the 
aender’a wllllngnMa to be abused. PuWicly. Where all the 
eender't frienda and relatives can tee. RigM here. Yup. 
And. It you don't Include your name and addreea, we won't 
even reed It. Nope. Itot even a little bit. 




DREADED DIGITAL DUMBNESS 

Dear Crazy. 

1 hate you! Especially The Finger Family 
epistxJe in issue #81. It scared my sister half 
to death. 1 like Mad and Cracked better than 
the garbage you use. 1 hope your magazine 
goes off the market. 

Denise Scamp 
Long Beach. CA. 


Dear Crazy, 

What's the matter? Issue #81 really wa.s 
gross. 1 did not like The Finger Family, in 
fact. 1 hated it! 1 really like Crazy, so take out 
the junk I 

Larry L Kappes 
Sjperi<tr. WS 


Dear Obnoxio, 

I don’t think I should pick on your par¬ 
ents after they went through the trama of 
being beat up by the neighbors after you 
were born. I won't even make fun of you 
by saying something like when you go to 
the beach the tide won't come in. or like 
you're the only 56 year-old man whose 
mother wants an abortion. I won't even 
say anything about the time you were ar¬ 
rested for scaring ail the people out of the 
leper colony. 

Well, that's about all, you low-life 
sleaze-ball. Soon, I'll write you again, and 
not say things like you're so ugly you once 
asked a girl to marry you, and she said 
okay as long as you didn't come on the 
honeymoon. See you soon, body odor 
breath. 

James Kohler 
Milldrae,CA. 


OBNOXIO’S ABUSE COLUMN 
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Forget 
it— he's 

Repubti- 
can and 
I'm a 
regis¬ 
tered De¬ 
mocrat! 


Don’t try sweet-talking me, Fishkin. 
Look, the President's plane s been hi¬ 
jacked by a group of convenient terror¬ 
ists! You have to get him off the island! 


—Which, as you know, 
has b^n transformed 
into a maximum securi¬ 
ty prison here in 1997! 
But I’m gonna offer you a 
deal! Whattaya say to 
that?! 


All right. Sneak 
Fishkin, well- 
known killer and 
thief... you’re 
about to be thrown 
into Manhattan 
Island— 


I'd say you 
manag^ to 
use up the mo¬ 
vie's whole plot 
in the first 
scene, creep! 


escape ^ 

fun art 


FROm 


Writer: Paul Kupperberg 
Artist: Bob Camp 








Well, here’s Warden Don Pardo to tell you what you can win! Don...? 


I’m offerin' you a good deal 
Fishkin! "you got 24 hours 
to get the President safely 
offa Manhattan! 


Yeah? And 
whatta I get 
for my 
troubles? 


Thanks, Chief Haunk. Sneak 
Fishkin, if you rescue the Presi¬ 
dent. you will win a full pardon for 
all crimes committed in the contin¬ 
ental U.S.— 


—And these gifts from the 
Blegle Catalogue... that's 
the Biegle Catalogue. Chi¬ 
cago 60609! Back to you, 
Haunk! 


Throw in a set of mat- 
chin’ luggage and I’m 
your man, sleazeball! 


...’Course, that ain’t to say a couple 
of guns wouldn’t come in handy... don’t 
ferget that big ’un over there, son! 


They've got guns, stupid! 


It's every !%$#?(«’!! sumphead fer himself on 
Manhattan! You're gonna need a lotta weapons! 


Ails 1 need’re my 

bare hands, Haunk! 

, —icz-- ,- 



I tor you— there ain’t time to con¬ 
vert you to a B-29 bomber, so shuddup! 


I still think I should'a taken that anti-ballistic missile...! 


































It s too late to back out now, slime-face! We've inject¬ 
ed two live hand-grenades into your body that'll explode 
you to ittsy-bittsy pieces if you don’t return in time! 


Whoops! Just re¬ 
membered... gotta go 
home and practice 

my Clint Eastwood 
impersonations...! 


We’ve 
come up 
with the 

perfect 

method! 


me to Man 
hattan’un- 

seen? 


We don't hafta be fair, 
Sneak... we're cops! 


Woof! I don't ever wanna hafta travel 
like that again— although I gotta ad¬ 
mit the in-flight movie was pretty good! 


Swim back and we’ll 
try again, sucker! 


Yow! This thing ain't got seatbelts! 
Whut happens if I miss the island? 


Well, whattaya know! Tfijere's the President’s 
emergency escape pod... the Cowardous One! 


Where do I begin? The President could be anywhere in the city! 


Not to worry. If the Prez’s with 
in 5 miles of me, I'll know it! 


Mugglewhoof- 

ahbitchl! 


It's a good thing I’m also the best 
goshdarned manhunter in the coun 
try! I could find a flea in a zoo! 
Too bad the President's not a flea. 


Mmmgphhpph! 





























Haunk, this is Ftshkin! I’ve been lookin’ all over 
for the President and I ain't seen hide nor hair of him! 


Yikes! And here everybody’s been telling me 
people won’t give you a hand in New York City! 


Well, everywhere a politician 
might be hanging around! 


You shouldn't oughta be 
playin' with the Me- 
schuggies, mister! 
Wanna cab? 


Now I know something’s 
wrong. .. who ever heard of be 
ing able to find a cab in New 
York when you need one?!? 


I’m lookin' fer the President, Ftabbie— if yuh don’t tell me 
where he is, boy am I ever gonna give yuh a rotten tip! 


Don’t worry, Dean... I'll take 
you to the Brain! He’ll know 
where the President is! 


The Dupe Of New 
York’s holding him 
prisoner over there. 
Sneak. Think you can 
get him out? 


I wanna know where the 
President is, Brain! I’mgon 
na get mighty ugly if you 
don’t tell me! 


Don’t Sneak... 
please! You're al 
ready ugly 

enough! 


Sure. No prob¬ 
lem. No sweat 
Piece of cake. 


S^uSh! 









































Hey! Whoa— thought yuh 
could sneak up on me, hey' 
Knowed you were there all 
along! Put up yer hands, 


—Da Dupe wouldn't 
oughta like yuh gettin' 
feetsprints all over hts 
shiney new choo*choo! 


I am da Dupe of New 
York, Sneak, an' I got 
da President... so 

nyah! 


Dunno, man... he 
keeps referrin’ mah 
questions to his 

press secretary! 


is he okay? 
You ain't killed 
him? 


Sure glad I brought along that 
old anti-ballistic missile after 












































I'm so grateful for what you've 
done for me, my lad! Whatever 
you want is yours! I’ll do any¬ 
thing...! Wanna be an 

ambassador? 


Sure — I al¬ 
ways thought 
I’d be a natural 
at diplomacy! 


Uh-oh... I dunno if we re gonna make it. yer 
presidentship! The bridge outta Manhattan 
is mined an' the Dupe is tryin' tuh kill us! 


Nyah. nyah! Come an' get 
me, dirty coppers... 
whoops— wrong imperso¬ 
nation! I'm supposed to be 
Clint Eastwood! 


Naw— I’d 
prefer to be 
able to see 
when I 
shoot you! 


Ya can’t outsmart 
the Dupe of New 
York, dummy! I'm 
gonna blow your 
brains out! 


Fine by me! 
See you lat¬ 
er, sucker! 


Wait! Can’t 

we at least 
use a 
blindfold? 


Wow! You really came 
through after all, Mr. 
President! You saved 
me by shooting the 
Dupe! 


You stinkin’ sfeazeball... 
take that... and that... and 
a couple more for the heck 
of it! 


1 know... L 

r L 


1 always I 

1 can't have vou runnina B 


was a 1 

1 around telling everybody | 

Welcome to 

lousy 

what a coward 1 was... a 

politics, 

shot! 1 

it's not Good for mv im- H 

chowder- 

meant 
to get 

age and this is an elec- H 
tion year, y’know! H 

head! 

you, Sneak! 















































\jOCti, CHeSmK, you WANfOA SE A 


/V£jPf> ALL yec Life, Ofipo YA 

WANNA e>e cooc u<a yse olp 

PAL, 0/PaM:>? THAT LITTVS 


^&ea, Sf?t/Na. 
J KNO'A/. 
YOU /^AUy 
^ THINK... 


MILLARO RLLAAORE 
HIdH SCHOOL 


TO 4 D£M5/YT£D D£fYT/$T'S &AMA1A RAVCAV/jy DECOP£R/CRA\jeN N£fiP 
RIMS6LF //Y moments OF DIRE HU/^ILIArtOfY,TRAh/SFOR/AEP/NTO A Tt/N^/iA TOt- 

ftTAA/ KA/OwM AS’ »/ _ _ — __ . __ 


Hev, YOU WANT TH'SiEL > 
DR /VtDTTtW TELLIN' YA, 
^HS'5 ACL fEGAPy Fee YA( 
All ya «sctta cd Be , 
oooL..,To<&6'rrt£R... ^ 


Lee 

PmXHTSl 


STo^y:^/M otvs£,£y 

ARTAAiCP LBrreAtM&:eoe Mcieop 
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NOTHIN<& /MTEReSTiNG N 
TWe MOM, ANP THAT? 

THE ONCY COCOS VOYO 
^ THeY/44^eo&sv,.. ^ 


AWYSe gajNO HA$ 
WHATr 
weep »$ A sseAT 































































THE SCANDALOUS FANTASY... 



What about the 

wild animals? 


Next time. 
I won't get 

caught! 


Prosecution requests review of 
exhibits A through Q, your Honor, 
including the machin^un, love 
letter to Mr. Lawnmower. and the 
occult par^hernalia found in Ms. 

McGiilicuddie's home. 


...ANDTHE SCUZZY REALITY 





So! Stretch jeans 
and cigarettes, eh*) 


Go for the 

jugular! 


You forgot 
hotwiring the 
stationwagon, Ma 


And it's too late 
for that temporary 
insanity jazz, 
so don't even 
bother... 


Throw the 
book at er! 


AND cutting 
school! 


Writer and Artist: Mary Wilshire 
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Just like burping, snoring is a natural body function. It’s nature’s 
way o’ havin’ yer body smoothe its links, so listen up as I tell ya... 


HOW TO SMORE CORRECTiy 


Suck air into th back o' yer 
mouth 'til a low vibratin' noise 
is produced... 


...now when ya exhale, give a 
slight whistle without movin' 
yer lips. 


*Make sure t fill yer lungs n stomach **Allow ten seconds per snore 

with air. til they reach th' breakin' 

point. 

PRACTICE ROUTINE: Each night before turnin' out th' light fer good, 
practice th above guaranteed method fer 8 minutes (about 48 snores). 


After th life has left my body, my skin is used to make hand¬ 
bags fer mom. and shoes fer dad. To find out what I was in my 
earthly existence, you'll have to unscramble th letters below. 


ROTALILGA 


Your 

answer 


My answer 


Writer: Virgil Diemond Artist: Alan Kupperberg 


doivomv 


















Obnoxio s Favorite Punchlines : 

“Thank goodness! \ thought I was a 
cripple!” 

“They wiggle when you eat them! 
“Elephant snot. 

“That poor little monkey tried to 
push the cork back in.” 


What I see you kids doin' in front o' the' Crazy Magazine building at 575 Madison Ave. is disgus 
tin’ an if vou wuz in school, this anti-social behavior would be strictly.. 




DOWN 

1) It's what you 
do with cigarettes 

2) It s what ya do 
with yer hands to 
the' necks o 
people who 

bug ya. 


ANSWER 

6u!)|0143 

'6un|Oius 


slick n clean. So, the next 


Th’ inside o' dad's car should always be like th' inside of yer navel 
time th' car bumps start t'unsettle yer food-filled stomach,be prepared t intercept yer las^ne^ 
with a... 


In Case Of Emergency: Lean forward, away from car seat, an' insert 
mouth over bag opening til yer sufficiently relieved of indigestables. 


This Is iTlv Favorite Picture OF The iTlonth! 

'OBNOXIO THE CLOVVN. 

It was sent to me by > 

Chris Smith of Nswsrk, DL. A( » • J < 

/«» Msst. ski't It? 5 




To impress th’ 
kids in your de¬ 
tention class, 
make a party fer 
'em, an’ serve 
’em a real he- 
man’s drink, a 
heaping bowl 


V Recipe: 

T'prepare this life-sustainin’ soup 
which they serve in penal institu¬ 
tions: 

1) Pour 8 ounces o' hot tap water 
from th' kitchen sink into a bowl. 

2) Then, fer flavorin’, cutasliceo* 
dry old bread in half, an’ combine 
it with th’ gut-warmin’ goop. 


Fold up th’ bottom 1", fold 
each side over r, an' then 
glue folded portions to th' rest 
of th'bag. 


Fold in half, tinfoil should 
be on the inside. 


Glue a sheet o' tin foil onto a 
sheet o' looseleaf paper. 
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CBAZT GROSS ENCOUNTERS Part 2: THE BI.EMISH 










From distant galaxies to the planet Earth, all pervading evil forces cower in their sinister shadows 
from this aproned avenger and the Gee Whiz Kids, Evita and Elmo... Faster than a Cuisinart... 
More powerful than a hydrogen bomb... Able to beat more eggs into a cheese soufffd... It’s... 

AUIMT Y# IMUKE 

Writer: Susan Bissett Artist: Steve Smallwood 



Be patient litty dynamos! Tomorrow when the 
sun heats the solar coilector on our Autosun 
we ll be off obsen/ing Arizona’s natural re- 
sourcez-z-zzz-SNOREI 


Aunty Nuke! Evita keeps 
pourin' dirt in my ear and I can't 
sleep! Make her stop or I'll 
smash her face! 


Rise and shine 

Aunty Nuke! What's 
for breakfast? 


This state's been converted to a 
gargantuan war supply warehouse! 
What’s become of the natural vege¬ 
tation and little native mammals? 


Look over there Aunty 
Nuke. There's a prairie 
dog colony! 


But you said we'd see the 
Grand Canyon first! I al¬ 
ready have enough pitchers 
of cactuses! I wanna see 
the Grand Canyuuuunn! 


Let’s observe the 50 
foot cacti at Saguaro 
National Monument. 


BAAAAHHH! 

Poor pray-wee 
dog! 


Is there no 
termination to 
this military 
madness? 






















S’there's your Grand Can¬ 
yon Evita! Why don’t you 
and Aunty Nuke get a 
closer look? I seen 
enough of this stuff! I wanna 
see some Injuns! 


Brilliant ojncept 
Elmo! An Indian 
reservation! At 
least we'll be able 
to experience 
some things the 
way they were! 


S’why don'tcha look at ya 
kisser in the rear view mir 
ror Megamouth! 


These camoflaged cacti 
are nothing more than a 
disgusting defense 

disguise! 


Gee Aunty Nuke it doesn't seem like 
a good idea to hide a lot of missiles in 
one place.Even Elmo wouldn't do 
such a dumb thing! 


We stopped making them many moons 
ago. You wanna buy-um MX trinket and 
war bonnet papoose? 


Combat carnival! We re just sit¬ 
ting ducks at this missile range! 


AUNT/ NUKe*5 

KITCMEN TIPS 


TO HBLP AVCIP 
THOSE ANNOYING 
HTTLE HOUSEHOtD 
POWER SHORTAGES 
REMEAlBEfl TO 
aiVE THE family 
FISSION REACTOR 
A HEALTHV POSE 
OF COLP WATER 
TWICE DAILY. 
ReA^£A^5eR,A 

COOL THER/yiO- 
NUCLEAR PLANT 
IS A HAPPy 
HOMEMAkeRS 
BEST FRIEND. 
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THE MUNDANE REALITY AND... 


Now, students, If you have adjusted your microscope s focus correctly, you should be able to 
discern the celt structure of the Islets of Langerhane surrounded by platelets in a sea of plasma. 


I can't see Jack Diddley 
through this thing! 




Ow, Teacher, I poked myself 
in the eye looking! 


Can I go to 
the bathroom? 


I believe I have 
located the cells in 
question. Ms. Ruggero! 


Yecch, I never wanted to be 
this intimate with a frog! 




Excellent, Cuthbert, please 
describe what you see. 


...THE MOMENTOUS FANTASY 



Huh? Oh, er, ah... 
Gee, I see just what 
you said, Ms. Ruggero! 


Johnny, now describe what 
you see. Johnny? Johnny! 
Wake up. I'm talking to 
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What's the story, 
stegosauri? It’s the 

Plethoric Prehistoric. 
Behemoth Jack... with 


Featuring your 
favorite hits... as the> 
sounded before last 
minute changes! 


Here's a couple of acts you've been 
clamoring for! We've been holding off on 
them until you put the bricks and bottles down! 


Writer: David Allikas Artist: Dave Morris 


Stevie Nix with 
Tom Sweaty 
and the Heartachers! 


'Baby, folks keep sayin ’ my spaced-out gown 
Looks like Little Richard's hand-me-down; 

That 's okay— what bothers me is just 

That ten minutes in the getup leaves me trussed! 

I can barely get it off the ground 

And my doctor’s advice is sound: 

Stop draggin' my 

Stop draggin ’ my A 

Stop draggin'my dress around! ^ * 


to the tune of 

Stop Draggin’ My Heart Around 
























































































Eddie Rabid! 


'It seemed a million votes away 
Enough to make Ron 's hair revert to gray: 

All his speeches failed to get his budget past the House, 
So one by one. he gunned them down like grouse! 

He took that first Rep 

Told him he 'd endorse him for the Senafe 

Second Rep 

Threatened to have Casey tap his phone 
Third Rep ( 

Promised some munitions contracts for his state ^ ^ 
Don't you know Rep by Rep 1 

Rep by Rep 

He got it passed! ST 

’to the tune of “Step by Step" 


Here’s a dedicated band! 
They’re taking two months out 
of their busy concert tour 
next spring to learn how to 
play their instruments! 


Coroner! 


* IVe're not flooded 
With followers who 
Posses I.Q.'sof 
Over seventy-two: 

Millions love us 
But with fans who can read 
We re not flooded 
We re not flooded! 


Final request (this month)... send a postcard with the 
names of the songs and recoding artists you want to see on 
the show to “The Behemoth Jack Sack", c/o this magazine! 


If we use your choice, we’ll print your name! Be the laughing stock of your neighborhood! 
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CRAZT GROSS ENCOUNTERS Part 3: SHARK! 












n 





^KINET/C KIDS 

—VERSUS— 

EVERYBODY 

JN A'’FREE-R>R'ALLr 

TEXAS DEATH 
★MATCHw 
FOR THE WORLD 


OF WRESTLING 




LAt>l£S‘A AAf£>-A CENTLBM&^-A/ 
FOR YOUR OPTlMNETIC’‘A 
1>BLECTA7'/0S/‘‘A, pollow^a 
TNBP-JRECrtOfVS AT-A 
R/afrr-A ANt> <s£r set-a 
FOR A BRUTAX.-A ANO 
BOIU/^C &LOOt>BAXH^A 
OFCtCKiLES GALORE^A 
•COS HSRE^A COfAe-Am 




t 


tHE KfNEr/CKfDS*AAU/ 


FUP-A FREV/OUS-A PAGB 
*'A''UPA^I>CX3Wf^-A OVBR-A 
PACE'’B*'AS SHOWtJ-AfY 




























Well, it’s about time you got here. There's really no excuse for being late, you know. And look at you, tracking mud all over the place. 
Now go back and wipe your feet. Hurry up. That's better. And, speaking of excuses, here we go with another Crazy Contest, and this 
one's all about "Great Excuses For Being Late, Unprepared For, or Absent From School". To enter: send a postcard {only 
postcards! For the one billionth time, letters are not accepted! Really! We just throw 'em away! Why bother spending all that money 
Just to fill the or executive wastebasket?!? And also, only one entry per postcard! Got it?) with the funniest “Great Excuse" you can 
think of to "Crazy Contest #9" c/o Marvel Comics Group, 575 Madison Ave. New Yoilc, N.Y. 10022. All entries must be received 
by March 5,1982. The winner will receive a free 1 -year subscription to Crazy, the world's funniest yock rag, and the runner-ups will 
receive the infamous Marvel No-Prize, and run the risk of actually having their entries printed within these pages. Contest will be 
judged by our editors, and their decisions are final. All entries become the property of Marvel Comics, and this contest is void where 
prohibited, taxed, or regulated. Results of Crazy Contest #9 will appear in Crazy #88, on sale in May. 


CONTEST WINNERS! 


Grand Prize Winner : 

“How ugly was she?” 

“She was so ugly that her date 
brought four grocery bags along in 
case the other three ripp^.” 

A free 1-year subscription to: 

Bob Stark 
Canton. OH. 

Roval Runner-Ups : 

“How ugly was she?” 

“She was so ugly, when I looked 
up “ugly" in the dictionary, there was a 
picture of her face!” 

Tim Smith 

Morris IL. 

“How ugly was she?" 

“She was so ugly, she had ring 
marks on her body from people 
touching her with ten-foot poles." 

Lori Byrd 
Miluerton, Ontario 

“How ugly was she?” 

“She was so ugly, she was told to 
wear an APCV valve on her face.” 

John De Bisceglia 
Bronx, N.Y. 

“Hpw ugly was she?" 

“She was so ugly, if she were a 
stripper, they’d yell “Put It on!". 

Jason Savant 
Lebanon, PA. 


“How ugly was she?” 

“She was so ugly, her plastic sur¬ 
geon got a hernia trying to give her a 
face-lift.” 

Steven Snair 
Halifax County, Nova Scotia 

“How ugly was she?” 

“She was so ugly that when she 
was born, the doctor tried to put her 
back!" 

Connie Krebs 
San Jose, CA. 


“How ugly was she?” 

“She was so ugly her mom had to 
feed her with a slingshot!” 

Sylvia Seress 
Simpsonville, S.C. 


“How ugly was she?" 

“She was so ugly, when guests 
came over they’d pet her and talk to 
the family dog.” 

Erik Roggenburg 
Hilo, HI. 


“How ugly was she?” 

“She was so ugly, the only time 
she could get a date was Halloween!" 

Raymond Osterbye 
Keansburg, N.J. 


“How ugly was she?” 

“She was so ugly, on her first 
date, they she was out with put news¬ 
paper down in his car.” 

Brian Talley 
Newport News, VA. 

“How ugly was she?" 

“She was so ugly, she had to 
sneak up on a glass of water!" 

Mr. J. Soloman 

Glen Oaks, N.Y. 

“How ugly was she?" 

"She was so ugly, when she got 
undressed for bed. the across across 
the street would pull down his shade!" 

Sam Tocci 
Midlothian, IL. 

“How ugly was she?” 

“She was so ugly, she won the 
Obnoxio The Clown Look-Alike Con¬ 
test!” 

David Cushman 
East Windsor, CT. 

“How ugly was she?” 

“She was so ugly, she had to 
cover her face at night so sleep could 
creep upon her." 

Lydia Schrauth 
Ridgewood, N.Y. 
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OF THE 

MIOHTYNORSE 

000 $/ 


£Pir/m^M07£: 

Due TO the 
, OePiCTSD BLATBNr 
DISREGUARD fOR 
' THB LOCAL H0U$tN6t 
cooes, THE HAMESi 
* OP THE TROLLS 
> INVOLVED HAVE < 

Been changed' * 

f HOWEVER,THIS ' ^ 
H4S NOTHING TO ^ 
^OO WITH OUR I 
STORYf ^ ^ 


JtM OWSLEY 

SCRIPT (WITH APOU>6ISS 
JO STAN LBS.) 

JACH KIRBY 

PENCILS 

BEOUGE sell 

iNk^ 

SETH FIRMIN 

TONES 

SQUID 

LETfEP^S 


This is a tale of 
* A MAN seeking 
PEACE'A HE4RT- 
VVARAliNS STORY 
OF A BOY AND HIS 
troll I AN ACTION- 
PACKED EPIC OF 
A deadbeat 
PLEEINO HIS 
CREDITORS 'you 
PICK ONE THAT 
PITS' WE KNOW 

this caption 

LOOK'S SILLY 
HERE, But our 
ARTIST IS 
SICK OF DRAWING 
ROCKS- 











Somehow, surtur the tenant 
ALWAyS MANAGES TO et,UC?e 
HIS CREDITORS- 


WHAT WAS 
TA/ATP . 


EVER NOTICE 
HOW H£ >^LWAV5 

ecuoes us ? 


The 4NSW6R IS INSURTuR'S myst/c swoao' 
THE SWORD SIVES OFF A HIGH-LEVEL STINK 
THAT CAN OVERCOME ANV OPPONENT--- IN OTHER 
WORD S .. ■ COSMIC PU/YK ' 


So, NOW FREE TO FIND BETTER HOUSING, SURTUR 
HIGH tails IT TO HIS REAL ESTATE AGENT' 


jjTlP TOE^ 

7-»e lavA X 


i^NO THAT WASN'T ALL HE OWED- SURTUR THE 
TENANT OWED THE TBLSPMONS COMPANY, 
THEpUBL/C UTILIT/eS— PRACTICALLY 
evepYBODy in town' / —■ 

- ■ f /WHERE'S THAT 
/ TEN BUCKS FOR 

\ dental floss? 


you CAN'T.' you 
OWE ME S/X , 
MONTHS PSNT/ 


CNAPLte SURTUA ONE DAV OECIPED HE DiP'NT 
LIKE LIVING IN A ONE ROOM APARTMENT WITH 
200 TROLLS, 50 HE DECIDED TO BREAK HIS LEASE. 


YEAH...AND YOU 
ST/LL OWE US FOR 
the RUNNY NAT* 

















BSACH-FfiONT? 

woTTA /9/or/ j 


ve4H... MOW ABOUT A 
NICE CONOO..,25 THOU 
UP front, and boat 

. THE CLOSING 7 ^ 


t€fry, 7>*e.L/»jf^eAeALTOA raises hia^sblf 
from the FtAAIgS/ OF COUfiSE, VOU CRN TELL 
TWAT FROM THE PKTUAB , BUT IF WE DIPN'T 
HAVE THESE CAPTIONS SOMEBOOT WOULD 
HAVE- TO DO SOME yR/ErHW/IC AROUND HERE.' 


The condoa s^crne/ps slither their way 

IN. AND TRY TO SEDUCE SURTUR INTO <SOlNG 


CO-Qpr 


SAY/PAL, you 
GOT ANY IDEA 
WHAT THE 
, TAXBS ARE 
^ LIKE ON 


Feeling cornered, surtur the tenant reacts 
defensively, AND, WITH HiS TRUSTY SWORD, 
DRAWS forth his QAR8A6S WHICH HAD SEEN 
HOOVER/NS ABOVE. 


The condor BPoTneRs get CLOseR,BivD&Bor*- 

1N6 SURTUfl WITH real ESTATE SALES PITCHES, 
WHILE NUMBING HIS SENSES \H\TH ffAP 
SRBA TH AND S/tAffE DROOL ' 


BESIDES, you LOOK 
LIKE AN INNER-CITY^ 
SLOE TO US/ ^ 








pSeLING CONPIOBNJ IN SVfflUR THE TENANT'5 
TRUST /N H»M, LEPTy PEMONSTR/iTeS HIS 
SHOW STOPPING "FLAMtfi/G HANO" R0UT/H6, 
AS He reels suruR in. 


HEY/WINS-HE-AD 
I THINK I SOT 
TUSr TH6 PL>»ce 
. FOR YOU / ^ 


/^SOOD' LET'S ^ 
SEE IT... AND 
NO FUNNY BUSINESS 


IT'S CLOSE TO 
TRANSPORTATION 


OK/iY/ OKAV^ 
TALK TO 
LBFTY/ > 


THE 6AR8A6B LANPS, ASSAUniNG THE CO-OP 
KINOS AND FORCES THEM TO FLEE. 


They arrive at what looks 

LIKE A GIANT SA£/SSBL~ 
SPROUT WITHHOLD <3POW- 
ING ON IT- DBSPiTB |T'S 
appearance/LEFTY MANA¬ 
SES TO EXPOUND IT'S GOOD 

qualities/ 


LEPTY CRASHES THROUSH THE 
SURFACE OF THE INCREDIBLY 
ineptly-drawn world, JUST 
AS THE 6UILT-IN GARBAGE 
THROWER PUTS OUT THE 
TRASH. 


LepTY then leaps outofhis 
bath, AND TOGETHER WITH 
SURTUR THE TENANT/ HITS THE 

freeway. 


C'MON... ITS 
IN A NICE 
NEIGHBORHOOD^ 
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Surtur leaves the freeway to 

TO STEP ON CANAt>A AS HS TRIES 
TO KBEP UP WITH THE ELUSIVE 
LEFT/. 


S L/RTUR CHECKS AROUND FOR 
/fO/iC^eS/ SATISFIED AS TO 
THE CONDITION OF HIS PRO¬ 
SPECTIVE HOME,THE UNWARY 
TENANT TRIES OUT THE 
SPR/NKLBR SYSTEM! 

NICE sprinklers' ^ 

I HOPE MV SWORD J -W 
DOESN'T <56T 

^ rusty/ 


N ow. WE DON'T HAVE ANY 
IDEA WHY THIS PANEL IS 
HERE- TRY AS WE AM6HT, WE 
CAN'T THIN^ OF ONE QA<a TO 
ACURATELY 60 HERE. EXCUSE US, 
PLEASE,AND QO ON TO THE 
NEM PANEL. SORRY. 


HNMMM ... PlRSr/C 
PLANBTS.' NOW WHY 
DIDN'T X THINK OF 
^ THAT?/ A 


And so, sutur the tenant has h/5 ebach-front 

HOME.' HE'S ALSO GOT FREOUENT VOLCANIC 
ERUPTIONS AND VISIONS OF FLYING HORSES- 
actually, the horse IS here because WE 
RATHER HORSES . DON'T YOU P 


^ACK IN HIS SWIMMINQ INFERNO, LEFTY GLOATS 
AS ALL REALTORS DOyAFTER HAVING SIGNED 
SURTUR the tenant to a five century LEASE. 


H^HAhAhA// 


he signed the ^ 

LEASE.' AND I 
DIDN'T EVEN TELL 

him about the 
FAULTY Plumbing 


Re sure to read the next ISSUE BLURi, 
_ FOLLOWS IMMEDIATELY-..^ 

Pi£XT fSSUe: THE LEGENO OP THE 


































Is there anything more boring than a day In the 1970's? Not according to a recent independent survey. 
As a matter of fact, most experts now agree that the sickening 70's are even more dull and mundane 
than the foolish 50's were. Now, that's what we call boring! Ah, but remember the good old days? Re¬ 
member the unabated excitement and unabashed odventure of the fabulous 30's and 40's? Of course 


you don't remember that! You weren't even born yet! Don't try to fool us, kid! Nonetheless, you can 
still pick up on the literature of those wondrous days. It's being reprinted oil over the place —pulp 
stories featuring the serialized exploits of your favorite action-heroes—Doc Savage, the Shadow, Wuth- 
ering Heights, The Spider, and all the other costumed kooks of daze gone by. And, after all. Crazy maga¬ 
zine has never been one to avoid a trend! So, sit bock now, relax, and (just like your parents often do) 







reminisce about how wonderful things were before you were born 


MOSjBUTHL^pO 


•„„e.h Robsomeone 


WRITER: 

STEVE SKEATES 



j 

ill 



ARTIST: 

MARIE SEVERIN 
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”My Lord! Your nose!” gasped the Spy-squasher. 
somewhere before —on someone else!” 


by Kenneth Robsomeone 


OUR STORY SO FAR: A brown and 
white dog with abnormally long ears had 
met a strange and grisly death at the hands 
of some unknown maniac. In addition, 
Verna Delbert, a prominent cigarette-girl 
and former fiancee of the president of a large 
munitions factory, was guarding a terrible 
secret. The authorities first suspected foul 
play when they discovered that the blind 
bowling hustler who had been run over by 
the same truck seventeen times had a map of 
Cleveland tatooed on the sole of his left 
foot. His other foot was missing. Three 
days earlier, however, a strange ship flying 
the flag of a country which no longer ex¬ 
isted had been sighted just outside the three 
mile limit. Now, it was no longer there. 








THE MESSAGE 


Chapter Twelve 
THE MESSAGE 

M ichael William Smythe-Williams Junior 
the Third, eminent and likeable billion¬ 
aire-playboy, shook the burning butt out of 
his long, thin, nickel-plated cigar-holder 
and ground it into the peat moss. It had been 
nearly a week since he had seen Janie Silver- 
shoes. Where had she been keeping herself 
lately? He had wanted to apologize for his 
actions of a week ago last Thursday, but by 
now she had probably bought herself a new 
pair of shoes and forgotten all about it. 

He gingerly screwed a new cigar into the 
holder, closed the door on the north forty 
and stepped out to the curb. His Bacardi 
Roadster, all shiny and new and painted 
dark green like the eye of a fly, triggered 
memories of the old mare he had ridden 
into the ground as a boy and the licking he 
had received once the horse had been pro¬ 
perly shot. His father always had been a 
short man. 

He slid across the vinyl-covered seat, lit 
his cigar on the eternal flame and started 
the mammoth engine. The resultant bumps 
and grinds and wheezes shook ashes onto 
his lap but he didn't seem to notice. He 
was thinking about the radiogram he had 
received that morning. "Come Quick Please," 
was all it had said, but he knew' immediately 
who had sent it and what he must do. Only 
one person would dare be that terse with 
Michael, and that person meant business. 




He drove out Route 40, turned left at 
Maple, then right on Elm. He parked be¬ 
hind what, from all outward appearances, 
seemed to be a laundromat and moments 
later was in the wardrobe room, pulling on 
his silver boots. Rudy, the alchemist, en¬ 
tered and was surprised to see the gigantic, 
red-headed, former Rochesterian. 

"Business?" asked the diminutive Metho¬ 
dist, w'iping his grease-spattered hands on 
his characteristic yellow cover-alls. 

"Check," said Michael. 

"The Fjord or the Blue Funk?" asked 
Rudy. 

"Neither. I'll take the Wembly 440," 
answered Michael. He snapped his purple 
plastic shoulder-holster into place while on 
the run down those stairs that led to that 
huge, hidden underground garage. "Wax 
the Roadster while I’m gone," he shouted 
without looking back, as he climbed into 
the Wembly. 

The traffic was lighter now. He passed 
three trucks, five cars and seven bicycles, 
then pulled out of the alleyway and drove 
up Route 80, turned right at Birch and then 
left on Oak. G. was waiting right where 
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THE MESSAGE 


Michael expected to find him, in the phone 
booth on the corner. 

"Where is he?” Michael asked as he leapt 
out of the sleek, two-tone coupe with the 
super-charged running-board. 

"Right up there," G. barked, pointing at 
the condemned and crumbling former sheet- 
music factory less than twenty yards ahead. 
"On the fifteenth floor, I believe. And, watch 
yourself. He’s armed." 

Michael wasted no time in racing toward 
the building. As though to give emphasis 
to G.'s warning, a bullet tore into the pave¬ 
ment no more than three inches from 
Michael’s tarnished right boot. But, before 
another shot could be fired, Michael had 
made it safely to the entrance-way and was 
starting up the creaking stairs. 

On the thirteenth floor, he came upon the 
body of a young woman, naked except for 
the shadows that fell conveniently over 
her private parts, a knife sticking obscenely 
out of her pale white stomach and blood still 
gushing from the wicked gash. 



On the fourteenth floor, he got sick. 

He moved cautiously from then on, 
inching up the staircase, pressing his back 
against the far wall and walking side-ways. 
There were no sounds from above, not even 
the sound of someone breathing. Was the 
fiend holding his breath? Or was he dead? 
Or both? 

Michael was almost at the landing when 
finally he heard something and looked up 
to see a huge, wooden barrel, filled he 
knew not with what, flying down toward 
him. There was no time to duck out of the 
way. It hit him in the gut and he tumbled 
back down the stairs, hitting his head on a 
railing that seemed to come from out of 
nowhere. The world went black. 

He dreamt of the farm, and of how the 
animals used to follow him around when¬ 
ever he put that tonic in his hair. He dreamt 
of happier days and sadder days and Wed¬ 
nesdays. 

Then, reality slowly came back into 
focus. And, the two huge eyes that had 
been staring at him for quite some time 
slowly became two of the largest nostrils 
he had ever seen. Still, they seemed some¬ 
how familiar. 

He was lying on a bed, his left arm in a 
cast. It took him awhile to move his gaze, 
up from the nostrils, up past that smooth, 
alabaster bridge so that finally he was look¬ 
ing into Janie Silvershoe's smiling, blue 
eyes. The picture of a silo wearing a red 
dress on the wall behind her head told him 
that he was in the study of her father's spa¬ 
cious country home. 

"Janie," he said. His voice was shaky, but 
functional. "Your nose. Why does it — " 

She didn't let him finish his question, as 
she knelt and placed her lush red mouth onto 
his pale lips, her mammoth breasts pressing 
down hard against his laboring chest. 

He passed out again. But, just before he 
lost consciousness, he heard Janie laugh a 
very evil laugh, and he began to wonder if 
she was really Janie Silvershoes after all 
and if he’d ever be able to eat solid foods 
again. 

Then, suddenly, the crops failed. 


NEXT: Chapter Thirteen — 
The Skate-key 
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CRAZy Looks At A 



This car comes with triple- 
decker heliopads, chrome- 
plated fender-cleaners, dual 
capacity rotor blades... 


I like those tiny 
little Japanese cars! 
Henry, buy me one of 
those little cars! 


Hey! Where’s 
the steering 
wheel? 


Sorry. 

that's 

extra! 


My name's Honest 
Bob! Would a guy 
named Honest Bob 
ever lie to you? 


Normally I'd sell this car for $1000, but 
you, sir, impress me as a man who doesn’t 
need a bargain — who genuinely wants to pay 
more! ^ I'm gonna sell it to you for $1500! 


Your name tag 
says you're 
Honest Joe! 


What 
makes 
you say 
that? 


Gee! Thanks! 


I don't want to say 
you can't trust Us^ 
Car Dealers, but that 
one just sold a Pinto 
to his own mother! 


Say. how 
much will 
you give 
me for this 
used car? 


Hmm... it 
looks pretty 
bad. I’ll 
give you $200 


$200! But 
you sold me 
this car 
last week, 
for $1000! 


That’s one 
of mine? 
Then I'll 
give you $25! 


I want my money 
back! As soon as I 
got this car home, 
it died! And you 
gave me a lifetime 
guarantee! 


You misunderstood. 
The car is guaranteed 
for its lifetime — not 
yours! As soon as 
the car dies, the 
guarantee is over! 

































i Used Car Lot 



tA. 


^1 


I drove home from 
here yesterday with 
a perfectly good car, 
and today I find out 
there’s no dashboard, 
gas pedal, or brakes! 




Calm down, 
sir. You 
accidentally 
sat down 
in the back 
seat. 
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This car was only driven 
once a week, by a little 
old lady in New York, who 
took it to Church Sundays. 


I Sr 




That's great! 

How fast 
does she go 
after ten 
seconds? 


Writer: 

Robert Leighton 
Artist: 

Ned Sonntag 


Fine — she 
goes from 0 
to 60 in nine 
seconds! 


We don't know. 
The engine’s 
never lasted 
that long! 


Oh yeah? 
Where'd she 
goto Church? 


m 
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I brought this car in last j No, but 
week to have it tuned up. Icandis* 
Not only didn't you tune ‘ connect 
it, but now you’ve misaligned your head- 
my wheels! Can you correct ' lights if 
both of these? " you want! 


Why do people 
always kick the 
tires before 
they buy a car? 


When you’re spending that 
much money, yu’ve gotta 
kick something — and you sure 
don't want to dent the body! 










I 




Have you 
got a light 
blue ’74 

Chevy Camaro? 


Sure do! I 
just picked it 
up yesterday! 




You re 
under arrest. 
That's 
my car! 




.And I d like acacmade 
out of stone and wood, 
covered with leopard skin, 
and instead of gasoline, f want 
to drive it with my feet! 


I’m sorry, Mr. 
Flintstone. we 
just don't 
carry (hat 
model any more! 


































On New Year's Eve, the S.S. UPSEIDOWN, on the last leg of an excursion tour Irom BUCHENWALD to BAYONNE, 
NEW JERSEY and on its last legs just about every OTHER way as well, suffered a disaster unparalleled in the annals 
of DISASTERDOM- a disaster only a handful of people would SURVIVE— 



the Rev. Rank Scott 


J. Mutton 


Munny and Belley Raisin 


Muck and Limpid Pogo 


Rot’enand Soosin Shabby 


Presenting the newest of the 
great ESCAPE movies—you 
know, those films where they 
take a bunch of over-used 
STEREOTYPES -over¬ 
blown PLOT SITUATIONS- 
and mix ’em together in an 
attempt to achieve drama- 
conflict—and big box office 
PROFITS! 


The critics are SICK of it—the 
public is NAUSEOUS—but 
the producers don’t MIND 
—as long as they make a 
KILLING! 


There she BE. 
Bos’n—the great 
white WHALE I've 
searched years 
for! 


Yeroutta 
yer CROW’S 
NEST, 
Cap’nIThat 
ain’t no 
WHALE- 
— it’s a 
-TIDAL I 
WAVE!* 












ITTold you to wear 

i SUSPENDERS. 
Harry—but you 
never LISTEN! 


Welt, seeing as how 
you're lying sprawled 
on the CEILING with 
your FOOT in your 
eye— 


doomed — 
DOOMED! 


WHAT IN-? 
Who gave him 
permission to 
PANIC? 


Foolish man — 
they don't call 
me “GREAT” 
SCOTT for 
NOTHING! 


Hold it. Preacher! 
What makes you 
think we got any 
BETTER chance 
with YOU? 


Our only HOPE is to 
climb out the top of 
—er-BOTTOM of 
-ah-THAT way! 


PANICK 





ByHlli 






























Okay! Now we'll d'o 
things MY way-or 
ril take my PLAN 
and go home! 


You're NEXT. 
Mrs. Pogo—but 
you'll have to 
take off that 


Okay—but it's gonna 
MURDER our ■■PG” 
rating. 


Not if your 
husband gives 
you his SHIRT 
to wear. / 


My SHIRT? 


CRAZY-? 


Oops—I forgot 
all about yer 
TATTOO! 


I’m WARNIN' 
ya, Scott-if 
she ruins the 
CUFFS on 
thatthing-! 


brother s DEAD 


his BOOTS 


IJ -And the FIRST 

1 have FAITH 

_ one to make it to 

in you. Sir. L 

[1 the top gets to 

You’ll get us r 

1 KEEPthe 

OUT! 

I ornament! 

--, 


























GOOD. Rev. 
Scott-I'm not 
gonna MAKE 


MIRACLE! 


I say. Sir-I'm 
frightfully SORRY. 

Sir —but ship's 
regulations firmly 
prohibit strolling 
upon the CEILING 


The others will 
have to FEND 
for 

themselves. 


DIDN'T 



















Near as I can figure it. 
we’re either in a 
flooded BOILER 
ROOM —or the guppy 
tank at the Coney 
Island 

AQUARIUM! 


IDIOT- 
which one IS 
it? 


Year- 
i but 
f neither 
h will WE! 


Somebody 
wanna get a 
SPATULA- 
and help 
SCRAPE us 
off the wall? 


How about 
the MEN’S 
ROOM at 
the 14th 
St. ‘Y’. 


Look! How 
do ’ya 

expect us to 
get past 
all that 
WATER? 


She’s been down there for 
an HOURANDTWENTY- 
FIVE MINUTES Do you 
thinkshe’s ALL RIGHT? 


My Belley—she’s 
gone—SHE'S 
GONE-! 


I’ll be back as 
soon as I run out 
of BREATH. 


When I tug three 
times on the 
ROPE —pull me 
UP. 


She MUST 
be. She hasn't 
pulled on the 


Your belly is 
fine. Mr. 
Raisin —it’s 
your WIFE who 
is missing. 


After all, what 
does SHE care 


Be CAREFUL on 
this catwalk, 
gang. One false 
step-and you’ll 
FALL to a fiery 


afford to lose 
ANYONE- 


She's OUT of 
this stupid 


1 Ui 

Stan 

M 

>ed to 
d-in for 
OBY 

1 D 

ICK! 


■ -except 
\n maybe 

f/A'Sl 1 

.‘\ HER! 

- IM: 

























That DOES it. 
Preacher! Your 
stupid scheme 
has cost me a 
perfectly good 
WIFEIl'm 


Calm down, 
man—you're 
gettingthose 


• ^ 


A 


Besides- 
considering 
this movie. 


LINES n yourwifeis 
BETTER OFF.I 







Fresh air- 
sunshine— 
we re SAVED, 
Ninny—hear 
that? SAVED!! 


help -.. 
SAVED? 


I say.yeoman' 
—they're a ^ 
STRANGE . 
tot, wot? 


Not HALF I 01 ^ 

as strange as | ' Got 42 half-crazed 
the bunch weU SHRINERS and 
had LAST r the entire KING 
week, Cap’n. ^ FAMILY off'a 



^ANiC 


I'm afraid my 


bitter ' 
LEMONADE, 
is getting a i 
trifle WARM. ^ 


Is it ever really... THE 
END? 


suppose one can't < 
hope to have ALL the' 
luck. Yeoman. 


Oh—tell 
the 

Helmsman 
to pull up 
alongside 
that 

ICEBERG 
l^up ahead. 




tUMmar 




f ANOTHeR sive 

' EFFeCT IE THe 
TENOeNCy OF 
PAROVS TO /WAKE 
Sovte FB^Pie PEEL 
^/^ry/ 4 S£ 3 UT 

•me EugjecT in 

QUe^TlCJN. 

CMETIMEUISHIN^ 

L ggrwee^ Tue 
i “UWO E(I7e- 
^ SFFSCTS IS 

veRV i^vi- 
fiS^ r:irt^n7T 


weut. Lets Be A^esr. -rms gropy will. 
PBOBABLy OFFSNP A LOT OF PeOPLS. 8UX AFTSe 
ALL, THIS IB PAFOVY, ANP A BlOe-BFFeCT OF ALL 
^ PAFOOY IB THAT IT OFFeNOS". 


SO, Befoae you sit dovmn to writ© that an^ry 
L erreR or c4Ncei. that suescRifniof*, ask your 

SELF IF yOU'Rg RgALLY, eENUINeUY OUTRASSO 5V 
THIS STORY. OR ARE YOU mgReuV RSAOTTN^ TO 
^ seme AMOPLS-OLASS SUILTOomPteX, AFTER ALU 


f -R' ' ■ * .5r 



iJ^K 

€•» 


1 ^ 


"5^Si3B 
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MAR-VELL COMICS GROUP 


WHAT IT 
/S. M'MAN 


WHAT 
CHOO S'AY, 
CUZ"? 


POH'T AA!$5 
T^t/s owe, 
Y'ALL...IT'$ 
TH6^^/ 


51 












F/9€^ 3fiOtM/^STO/^€, YOU OLD 

you/ <36T yo' LAzy backside 

OUT TO THE CHEAPO-MART RIGHTA'OH' 
SUCKER! I'VE PUT UP WITH TO'JIVE > 

coa/g etvot/GM/ 

f I GAVE you THE BEST yEARS^\ 11 
O'AAYZ/^.tf', AND ALL you BE 1 \\ 
DOIN'IS LYIN'AROUND THE HOUSE } \\ 
< W^TCHIN'r,V AHO J V 

COLLECTIN '^ 1/ 


LEMME SEE-.-TWlNKY'S 
REGOy BARS, A QUART OF 
KARO 5VRUR 22 PACKS OF 

kool-ayde.-.and some 
V ROACH MOTELS... 




^ u^U 


MY MAMA TOLD ME.-TV. 
SHE SAY: "WILMA/ YOU > 
GOT TO BE A FQOL 
TO MARRY THAT NO 
GOOD, SAP-SUCKIN' 
PERMANENTLY UNEMPUOYeD , 
HEATHEN FRED ,, J 
Ss. BROWNSTONE/" ^ 

C^... AND THERE'S GF/TS 
V FOR DINNER/ > 
















VAQ! IT'5 that 


HOW oo you uKe my new canoY/focM f ] 

1 HAD nCUSTOM oi/ftr, you know..., 

FOUR-CHAf^Neu STEREO, ReCUNlNO 

^ BUCKETS, Fuzzy ^ 

, . I / you ANP youR 

li/ ! ^ 7 pepeucT frisnp can 

I l TAKE A R<Pe fN IT 

- T? .L <al 7 V SOMETIME.-. UK6 . 

M NEVER, 


WHV DOM'TCHA A^OVE 
THAT ei/S OUTTA^ 

^ MY 


Y/£i9e / 

I TELL YOU, cuz; THEM 
UPTOWN DUDES AIN'T , 
^ WORTH A/i/r///AfV J, 


t'M TELLIN' you, MAN--THE 
DUPE JUST>A4'>V’0/XME,Y'KNOW 


ARE YOU REALLY > 

GOING TO FIND CONTESTANTS 
MR YOUR (IJA/WE SHOW IN 
TfffS NEIGHBORHOOD, , 

<SM«»/V/7»Sr^/V7 


YEAH MAN,,, EVER SINCE YOU 
SffOT HIS ffO<S. HE'S BEEN ACTIN 
ALL/Z^TANP WHAT-NOT/ ^ 


^ -.I'LL BE > 
HAPPY WHEN 
THEY TEAR 
DOWN THAT BAT- 
INFESTED 
PL£A-efrT£^ 
DUMP YOU CALL 
V A HOMe.-> 
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BOV5, BOys/ HOW WOULD YOU LIKE TO OSS A ^ 
pc/auc poaiJM TO AIR YOUR PlFP6R6HCeS. HMMMf 
AND PERHAPS REAP SOME /^/AfAAfCML V 

/9eMe//</eaA7VCi/</ AS WELL'S ^ 


O^r- 


WQUCD yoa two /ves^oss 
L//<£ TO ffeexPijOfreo syMS? 


.. . HOLD ONTO YOUR 
aaATS, V'ALL' HE'S cooc/ 
HE'S aAD/ HE'S GOT ^ 

PAocassao //A/aZ _r-V 
He's •j’oa/vpy a/P, n 

BRINGING YOU-.. rOk 


^ THE x//ya IS 
A^/ya so LET'S GO 
FOR A p/£>a FOR THIRTY 
VERY FUNKY MINUTES OF 
TIME I COOi. IS THE pa£a 
AND IF YOU KNOW THE 
facts, you WON'T 

. BE the yypACK/^ 


' THE RULES ^ 
GO LIKE THIS'. I'LL 
ASK YOU DUDES 
QUESTIONS BASED ON 
A SURVEY OF 5 SOUTH 
AFRICAN PYGMIE5,AND 
THE FAMILY THAT 
ANSWERS THE MOST 
QUESTIONS CORRECTLY 
MAKES ■me SCENE 
V WITH THE GREEN.m^ 


^rapMiMLLY i/wpas/PBABLa, 


AA/oao.., 


...ANDTHE > 

QueST/OAf.. .what's 

THE FAVORITE FOOD 
OF THE PEOPLE IN , 
OUR AUDIENCE"? y 


S'raAAc: 


RIGHT O/V, 
JACK/ ^ 
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-..YOU GOT 
\T ACC OM 
THE UN&.. 

NOT MUCH 
TIMe...AM5WeR 
WROMO/ AND 
NOT A 




‘-.-NAMSTHe \ \ 

AUDJeNC6'5 \ A UH.-.UH-^ 
MOST COMMON j ! THe SABRG- 


HOUSEHOLD 

P6T/ 


TOOTH 

RAT..."^. 



THAT'5 \r!i 

ff/?Ofwsro/vs^ 



i-n 1 

[iU 


.‘Z - %• 


< a • 


„sS62^CCS 


THAT'S RISHT,^ 
JACK/ YOU TAKE 
HOME A NEW 
CADPYROCK., A 
THOUSAND 
dollars'WORTH 
OP FOOD STAMPS, 
AND A YEAR'S 
SUPPLY OF 

V watermelon !^ 




ALL RIIKSHt! 
WE'SE ON EASY 
STREET NOW' 
THIS IS THE 

^JO/AfT^^ 
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BARNEV, IF I TOLP ^ 

you x'se told 
you A yy\/LL/OA/ 

T/MES TO STOP 
HAN6IM' OUT IN 
FRONT O' MY 


OH, FRED.,,I JUST 
OUR NEW 
HOMe.^.C'MON IN, 
I’M HAVIN' THE MAID 
WHIP US UP SOME 

//OCAS A</ A 
C^AAT//// ^ 


BUT, FRED. 
1 JUST WANTED 
TO BE AROUND 
YOU>..y'KNOW, 
LIKE WE'Se 
V ffOYS/^*^ ^ 


MR. BROWNSTOl^y^'^ 
WE RE /AS AGEATS' 
we've COME *to talk 
TO you about the wx 
AioAsy you owe on 
ALL THAT H/ATEAAiE£OA/ 


WHAT'S 


UP WITH 

r///s?»*- 


/'Wf^AT...Wmr'S SO/A/G OM »£A£? SOOOf/ESS. 
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YOU'LL PO X 
/^/^e rsa^ ^ 
Be^=oRe YOUR 
CASE EVEN 
COMES TO 
trial, AND 
THEM THE 
JUDSe'LL ) 
THROW THE / 
SOOATfKT / 

you / y 


^ HEY, BAEV, WHAT'S HAPPEMlM'^ T 
WE'SE THE OTHER T£/^ £>l/OSS'iO\S 
<30NMA SHARE THIS CELL WITH, AND 
we LIKE TO 86 '^B9S...fi^/eAfDl.Y, 

^ (F you CATCH MV DRIFT.' 
















/^^Tt//^/^S 70 ///S A>i.^S// A^A^fTyt^S^T30/£^^<S- • • 



OH, 

MAA// 


^n "hei^X ''x 
6 ^ 


\j p£Ae sr^p>i>- 
1 / *Ve don't Live 
j^epe NO Mo/i^, 
h»AOTo$Si, 

Rr:rr° 

"^CS-^ / 



Hey, pupe! pus mam, 

I POM'T DRINK NO /VNORE' 
OAU&S i$ BMUPF FOR j 
MB' _^ 



' MAvee - 
I 5HOUU0 
GO BACK TO 
O-AIUOR , 
«0M6TV<»M. 
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When Congress slashed PBS’s funds by $35 million, 
public television got into trouble! “Nova” was 
forced to change its name to “Candle,” and “Master¬ 
piece Theater” had no choice but to become “Master- 
piecemeal Sideshow.” Even MIsterogers, realizing 
that he otherwise couldn’t stay in the neighborhood, 
had to take on a couple of roomies (Billy Martin 
and Lou Ferrigno). But worst affected of all was... 


Writer: Murad Gumen 


Artist: Kent Gamble 


Stinking pay... 

We live in disarray! 

There's no way to have 
enough to eat ... 

And it's not okay to live. 

To live on Seizedsum Street! 


HEY! Just what do you clowns think you’re doing? 


This is the last straw! First, they take my people's land 
away, and now they start on our garbage cans! What can 
you say to that? 


Sorry. Odor.... but inner- 
city living is getting so 
tough with rent-hikes 
and all, we've decided to 
live in garbage cans 
from now on! 


It was my idea first 
to move in with 
Odor 'till i found a 
place of my own! 
You won't kick me 
out, willya? 


Buffe 





































The picture moved as far as 
our animation budget al- 
lONwed, Kooky Monster! 


Why picture no 
move. Errnie? 


Four! 


Hey! How come whenever you eat cookies, all 
the pieces fall out of your mouth? How come 
you never swallow anything?? 


It’s important to learn how to share, so I’m going to give you 
four of my eight cookies. Kooky Mon... 


COOKIE! Yum yum! COOKIE, COOKIE! 


There! Now whenever you eat cookies, you'll 
make sure to get every crumb, bruddah! 


Money tight as it is around here, you can’t waste anything! 
Don't worry, I'll fix it so you can swallow! 


ACCKK!! 




















































■iiw- 


Janice, can you show everyone where your nose 
is? OUCH! No, where YOUR nose is... 


OWWW! Your 
NOSE! Don't 
you under¬ 
stand English? 


No problem, Olivoyla.... we'll use the magic 
circle to point out Janice's nose! Do your 
stuff. Magic Circle! 


YOUR nose! YOUR nose! 


HER nose! HER nose! 


Don't woriy. Merrier... I've 
shown the little brat where her 
nose is! Hey! What’s the magic 
circle doing? 


Obviously - agghW • showing 
IS.... in this budget crisis peri^ 
.. ..ohhh !...how to tighten our 
belts! 


Burp....who 
the hecK do 
you think 
you are? 


Errnie! 
What kind 
of lan¬ 
guage is... 


Shut up, chucklehead! I'm tired of being 
Costello to your Abbott! You think 
you're better than me.... but I have one 
thing you don’t have! ARMS!! 


Errnie, the Kooky Monster came crying 
to me about what you did to his throat! 
Now that wasn’t very nice, was it? 


















































>/’'^A 






Let me demonstrate! See, you’re no worse off now than before 


Wire-controlled, DEAD 
WEIGHT arms, Burp! I’m talk’ 
ing about moving arm8....anc 


What? I 
have arms 
too! 


ERR-NIIIIEE 


Er...uh...ah...afraid I h-haven t 
Biggest Bird! {Munchf) 


In fact, you have a pretty dead weight 
head too, Burp! Here, let me relieve 
you of it, you little {heh-heh) 
weakiing! 


Mr. Hooter! Mr. Hooter! Have 
you seen Snuffle-Downagus? 


Can you name any words with 
the letter K,” Mr. Hooter? 


Good-for-nothing Imps! Caught 
'em stealing food from my store'. 

I know we’ve all had to cut down in 
this scarcity, but how deviant can 
you get? 


Mr. Hooter! 

What are 
you doing 
to those 
children? 


Bake! Broil 



W' 



pM 



■ ■ 

With “K,” Mr. Hooter! Uh. .. 


■ • 1 ■ 

Barbecue! Baste! {Slurp!) 

you’re hurting me, Mr. Hooter! 

' Vim-. —,• mfs 

m 

Blissful! BIRD! 




































What are you do* 
Ing? There’s no 
way we'll let you 
take our friend 
Odor! 


That is, not until we find out how much dough ya 
got! Is he worth twenty bucks to ya? C'mon, 
genuine missing link here! 


Astounding! You are not 
human, and unlike any 
animal I've seen! Can it 
be ... the missing link? 


A ten-spot, 
maybe? 


Hello, 

everybody! 


It's him! How 
dare he show 
his face here! 


Forgot his humble beginnings where we're 
languishing, and is making a mint from 
"The Moppup Show" and movies! 


Why don't we 

tear him apart? 


But Termite, why should I treat them nice? 
They’re stealing all my spotlight! 


Pipe down. Miss Pighead, and just do as 
I say! W-will you Just do as I say?? 
























Is Someone 
Reading 
You 

This Ad? 


Tired of being called 
*washcloth‘hrain^ by your 
friends? 


We don't blame you! What with tody’s highly- 
specialized )ob market, ignorance can be a real handi¬ 
cap to a guy who wants to get ahead. And that's where 
we come in. 

We’re the For Sale Distention University.Our home- 
study courses can remove that block between your 
dulled brain and the GOOD JOB you've alwajs v»«nt- 
ed- For just a small fee and a small investment of your 
spare time, you can earn a genuine replica of a di¬ 
ploma and be on your way to a HE-MAN'S CAREER. 

Our tests have proved conclusively that rugged, 
determined men of action learn faster than inteliec 
tuais. So do something bright for once in your life, 
hunh. washcloth-brain? Mail tfre coupon today, and 
we'll rush you our bill and your first Study Sheet. 



FOR SALE DISTENTION UNIVERSITY, INC. 
“Fresh Diplomas Printed Daily on Premises” 

Main Office: 1600 Culturally Deprived Dr., San 
Clemente, California 

Acc’t Dept.: 3500 Smackers Ave., Your Pocket, N.J. 



Please send my free study sheet and inf«>rmatH>n rm the courses ! hav-e checked below. 1 understand that I am under no obligation to 
pay more than I earn in a single year. 


Name 


_Age. 


.His Mark- 


(if known) 


(if known) 


(X) 


Address 


-Ban)< Accf " 


(city) (state) (zip) 


1 would like to learn all about; 


□ Accounting 
Abacus I & 11 
Calculus 
Drooling 
Boredom 
Ruling the world 


□ Real Estate 
Basic brokerage 
Condominiums 
Swampland swindles 
Desert swindles 


□ Business Mgmi. 

Filing tax returns 
Filing fake lax returns 
Expense acc’t falsification 
Lying& Cheating 
Resisting subpoenas 


Q Creative Writing 
Holding a pendl 
Plagiarism 
Comic books 
Porno 
Television 


□ Advanced Trainirtg Prgrms 
Complete law course 
Basic dentistry 
Nuclear physics 
Neurosurgery 
High school diploma 


Money-hack guarantee if we re not satisfied with your progress.' 
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Back in the early 1900s, when we, the happy-go-lucky writ¬ 
ers, editors, and artists here at CRAZY, were kids, we all 
joined the Boy Sprouts. And, boy, did we have fun — camp¬ 
ing, tracking, hiking, biking, scratching, Qouging, and gen¬ 
erally making do in the great outdoors. But Sprouting has 
grown a lot since those good old days. Why, today they even 
have a special branch of the Boy Sprouts for city kids... 


I 
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MISLEADING: giv- \ REALIZING: con¬ 
ing a stranger direc- [/ \\ eluding that the city 

tions to a place you \\ stinks and moving 

never heard of. V to the country. 
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. .. These hands look as if they were 
run down ... by a Mack truck! (A little 
humor there, courtesy of your friendly 
neighborhood manicurist.) _ 


Sorry I'm late for my manicure 
Mudge. but I’ve been feeling 
a bit run-down lately. 


Hmmm.. . 
speaking of 
i RUN 
I DOWN. Mrs 
Grouspnagel.. 


It's these dish-' 
washing 
detergents. 

Mudge. They 
leave my hands 
rough and 


Your hands are soaking in 


What you need is something O' 
-like PALM-OILY LIQUID 


It now 


PALM-OILY LIQUID? 
Is that milder than what 
I’ve been using? 


No, w'ait—that's the 
bowl I left last week'? 
tapioca in! 


See for yourself 


URRRPP! 


this is one manicure 
that'll stay with you 
for a while! lYuk. 


Same time 
next week, Mrs 
Grousenagel? 


rousenagel—what 
are you doing?? 



































WHY HANG AROUND?!? 


WHY WAIT ENDLESSLY ON LINE TO BUY THE LATEST 
ISSUE OF THE WORLD’S FUNNIEST YOCK RAG, WHEN 
YOU CAN HAVE IT PAINLESSLY MAILED TO YOUR HOME?! 

$9.00* buys 
you twelve big 
issues, includ¬ 
ing 4 $1.25 
Super 
Specials! 
Laugh ’till you 
die! 

"Canada: add $1; Foreign: add $2. 
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Sure IT'S COLO... 
BUT IM FEBRUARV 
THERE'S PLENTY O’ 
ELBOW ROOM OOWN 
HERE 'T THE 6EACH. 


-^rONlGHTIAT 11 ON 11/ 

If 1 








eSoun^r'’ 

,LKeR AS ROSEY/ 


m 


[Al 




5AL, VA CAN’T 
JUDGE A BOOKIE 
BY H/5 COVER. 






i 


PROUD MAMfE / 


KEEP ON BURN/N 




bJ 






















Hi, Charlie! How's my favorite 
ping-pong playing family’ 


Hey. why 
so nervous 

Charlie? 


I iust don't know. My doctor says Cm 

taking too much caffeine, but I can't 
cut down on my coffee. 


Why don't you 
try SInka? 


But 1 tike that rush I 
get from real coffee 


Sinka is 100% real coffee, without 
the caffeine' i—- .... i 


TWO WiSKS 


Charlie paddled his family to 
death and killed himself during 

caffeine withdrawl. 


Well, at least 
his aim 
improved. Ho 
ho ho! 


Writer and Artist: Dick Codor 
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Don t you ever 
knock before 
you come m’ 

H 

R 












































































